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BLUE COLLAR BILLIONAIRE 


Blue Collar Billionaire is one way to describe my dad’s 
best friend. 


The older man I've been saving my first time for is 
another. 


He’s the first and only man I’ve ever felt anything for. Boys 
my age just don’t do it for me. 


And as a younger woman there’s a lot | can learn from this 
older man, but first he needs to learn just how | feel about 
him. 


When I start college and find my tiny apartment needs some 
repairs, my dad calls him to fix things...but what my dad 
doesn’t know is that I’m fixated on my dad’s best friend, 
the one who suddenly calls me “his.” 


And when he gets down on his knees to fix my leaky faucet 
suddenly I’m the one having dreams of getting on my own 
knees and fixing the other swollen pipe that looks like it’s 
about to burst. 


But will my dad explode when he finds out what’s going on 
between his daughter and his best friend? 


And will my dad’s best friend a.k.a. his blue collar buddy 
try and convince my dad that what we have is real...or 
convince me we've made a big mistake? 


*Blue Collar Billionaire is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 


cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 
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Get the occasional freebie. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Ariella 


“You want me to call Beau?” my dad says. “He can fix 
anything.” 


“That’s not a bad idea,” | say just before my front teeth 
come down on my lower lip. 


It was because | had the exact same thought before | called 
my dad, but | didn’t have his number nor the guts to make 
the call. 


Plus how suspicious would that be? Just calling your dad’s 
best friend out of the blue to come over to your small, 
cramped, overheated studio apartment to fix my futon which 
also would double as my bed this first semester. 


But fortunately my dad made the call and now here | am, my 
face glued to the window, waiting for Beau’s truck to show 
up. And by window | mean the tiny little thing that’s barely 
two feet high and a foot and half wide that serves as my 
only source of “fresh” air, sunshine, and a glimpse into the 
outside world. 


But | didn’t enroll at U.S.C. to have fun. I’d come here to 
study architecture at the school Architectural Record named 
as the fifth best in the entire country. And I’m here because 
of him. 


Beau is an unassuming billionaire, with a b. He’s been in the 
construction business here in L.A. since he was just a kid. 


He started working summers laying asphalt with my dad 
when they were in high school. It was just to earn some 
extra money back then, but when my dad went on to college 
Beau stayed in the blue-collar business but moved vertically 
into real estate construction and then commercial real estate 
where he made his fortune. 


And working with his hands and his body made him 
something else...the cities most eligible, hottest, and ripped 
bachelor. The guy practically works out for a living, 
preferring to get out there with his crew every day versus 
sitting around in an office and counting all his money. 


And | still remember the feeling of those giant, calloused, 
muscular fingers when he shook my hand after | offered it 
when I thanked him for the word he put in for me with the 
dean at U.S.C. The application process there is tough. | 
tried the early application process but hadn’t heard 
anything. | casually mentioned it to Beau when he was over 
at our house one day and literally the next morning the 
FedEx guy is knocking on my door asking me to sign for a 
letter. 


Inside? A personally signed acceptance of my application 
and welcome from the dean himself. Talk about a man who 
has friends in high places. 


And that’s the way Beau is. When I thanked him he 
pretended he had nothing to do with it and told me the 
timing must have just been a coincidence. He 
complimented me on my hard work and told me I must have 
gotten in on my own merit. 


| sure did work hard, but the truth was I surely got in on his 
merits and not just my own. 


And the following morning | received a second FedEx letter, 
which I also had to sign for, which said they’d reviewed my 
financial aid package and I'd be receiving a full ride 
scholarship. 


Thank you, Jesus! Scratch that. Thank you, Beau! 


He’s still acting oblivious anytime | try and thank him for 
what he did. 


But with L.A. experiencing record heat, and my apartment 
without air-conditioning, will he act oblivious to another 
small problem I’m having. 


The washing machine is broken and today was supposed to 
be laundry day. Instead of wearing something appropriate 
I’m going to be forced to wear my white spaghetti strap top 
that might just be a little too sheer and my short shorts that 
might be a little too short. 


| guess we'll find out when he gets... 


| see his truck at the curb and he’s out of it in a flash, with a 
tool belt around his waist and a whole bunch of muscles 
under his white T-shirt. 


| feel my heart rate kick into overdrive and | push back from 
the window. | don’t want him to see me waiting for him like 
that. | don’t want him to know how anxious | am about 
seeing him for the first time without anyone else around. 


And l'm not sure I’m ready for him to know how | feel about 
him and just the kinds of thoughts that entails. 


Knock! Knock! Knock! 


| hear those thick knuckles of his rap against the door and 
now I’m practically hyperventilating. 


Stay cool, Ariella. Relax. He’s just here to get you in bed...| 
mean take a look at you in your bed...| mean fix your bed. 


This is going to be way more difficult than | thought. 


CHAPTER 2 


Beau 
| Knocked way too hard. 


She’s going to know. She's going to read my enthusiasm for 
her and know that ever since she came to me for help her 
senior year I’ve looked at her in a totally different way. 


Before she was always just my best friend Aaron’s kid. 


But when she asked me for help with “the real world,” it 
signaled something different to me. 


It told me she was crossing that threshold from adolescence 
into adulthood. She would be leaving home soon and going 
out there to fend for herself. 


But little did she know that would never be the case. 


I’ve got her back and dammit if | don’t want a whole lot 
more...as in all of her. 


She thinks | put in that word for her at U.S.C., but I’ve been 
playing it off so! think she’s not sure. 


She thinks | wanted to help her out, and I absolutely did. 
She deserved that much. | know how hard she studies. 
She’s always got her nose in a book and if you ask me she 
just needs a chance to show the world what she can do. This 
is my profession after all and | recognize talent and drive 
when | see it...and she’s got both in spades. 


And she’s got a whole lot more these days, as in a lot of 
curves | never noticed. A way of speaking that’s well 
beyond her eighteen and a half years. And what’s most 
important is she’s got my name written all over her. 


She’s mine. She may not know it yet, but | do. And it’s just 
a matter of time until the whole world knows, but I’ve got to 
do this right. I’ve only got one shot to make this work and 
I’m not going to blow it. 


And part of having that chance is the selfish reason | helped 
her get into U.S.C. | want her close to me. | want to be able 
to keep an eye on her at all times. 


And when something goes wrong, like it did today, | want 
her, or in this case her dad, to call me first to come by and 
make everything right. To be able to wrap my arms around 
her and tell her everything is going to be okay and then to 
make it okay. That’s what | want to do for her, and not just 
now but always. 


She’s just starting life out in this big bad world alone. | 
won’t allow that. l'Il be here to be her rock and this is my 
first opportunity. 


The door springs open and my mouth practically bounces 
straight down to the front step and then back up again 
slapping me in the face. 


She’s got on a tiny, white, form fitting top and | swear | can 
make out the outline of her areolas...and that’s just from my 
peripheral vision. 


It takes the will of a million of the strongest men all at once 
not to let my gaze drop from her eyes. 


And her eyes are so damn beautiful, like when you go diving 
off Catalina Island and then look up from the depths as the 
sun shines through the water. That blue and that piercing. 


And speaking of piercing | swear her nipples are about to cut 
through that thin fabric that makes up that thing that’s 
serving as atop. If | took it and wadded it up | swear it 
wouldn't be much bigger, or thicker, than a handful of 
Kleenexes. 


And underneath that top is definitely a handful. Is she still 
growing? | thought girls developed earlier and were done by 
the time they finished high school. 


| guess she didn’t get the memo, and I’m second-guessing 
as to whether now is the right time or not to tell her just 
what’s on my mind. 


| told myself | would on the drive over here, but | don’t want 
her to think this is something based on lust. 


| want her to know this is real. This is something I’ve 
thought through, or at least as much as | could. How can 
you think your way through something that comes to you so 
naturally? Something that you desire so much that it 
consumes your thoughts all the time? 


In all my years I’ve never hit my finger with a hammer. Not 
once. Since that day we shook hands? Five and counting. 


At the gym I’m setting new personal records in all my lifts. 

I’ve just got so much energy right now that I literally can’t 

burn it off. | can work a full sixteen-hour day and still need 
to go to the gym to push iron plates around. 


And when I get home I don’t sleep. | just lie there, with a 
massive erection, wishing she was there with me so | could 
take her for the first time and move my hips in rhythm 
sending my big, hard rod in and out of her until we climaxed 
together and | filled her with my seed so she could have my 
child. 


And when | finally do pass out, usually around three thirty or 
four in the morning, who do you think | dream of? 


Yeah, she’s in my head twenty-four seven all right. 


And now | have to wonder if she’s playing mind games with 
me answering the door dressed like that. 


The erection that | have every damn night in bed is pushing 
against my Levi’s so hard right now | know there’s no way 
she doesn’t see it. No freaking way. 


This is So wrong and showing up like this with a massive 
hard-on is so inappropriate. 


And that’s not even considering the fact that I’m literally 
twice her age or that she’s my best friend’s daughter. 


| should just turn around right now and walk back to my 
truck and go. 


There are so many reasons why | should but there’s one 
reason why | won’t...why | can’t. 


Her. 
“Hi,” she says. 


“Ariella,” | say. 


Nothing but silence. 


“Thanks for coming,” she says as she extends her hand 
again. 


My mind flashes back to that first handshake, which was the 
first time we ever touched. It seemed so simple and so 
innocent, but it was anything but. 


That was that spark that started this fire and | know if | take 
her hand now that fire is just going to continue raging out of 
control. 


| say “if” as if | have a choice. | long for her touch, to feel 
her skin against mine again as | extend my hand and right 
on cue | feel a shot of electricity shoot through my body 
that’s stronger than that time | stuck my finger in the wrong 
socket. That was a month ago and also a consequence of 
daydreaming about her. 


Her hand is so tiny and delicate and it fits completely inside 
mine. | think | could probably fit both inside one of my 
hands if | tried, but I’m really thinking of fitting something 
else inside her right now. 


| know she’s a good girl. | Know how her parents raised her. 
There’s no way she’s experienced. 


| feel my cock twitch at the thought that | could be the one 
to claim her. | could be the only man she ever knows. | 
could be her teacher and her everything forever. And | will. 


She'll be with one man and one man only in this lifetime, 
and that man is me. 


“Glad | could make it,” | say, leaving out the part where | 
dropped what | was doing and raced right over. 


“My bed broke,” she says. 


Suddenly | feel anger shoot through me. How in the hell 
does a virgin break her bed? 


No, there’s no way. There’s no way the minute she goes off 
to college she suddenly becomes promiscuous. No way. 


| can’t even believe I’m having these thoughts about my 
little angel, but | know why I am. 


| take a deep breath and try to calm myself. There’s no point 
in projecting the anger arising from my possessiveness onto 
a situation that definitely didn’t happen. Damn, I’m acting 
jealous already and | haven’t even stepped through the door 
let alone told her she’s mine. 


“I'll take a look,” | say making sure that my eyes don’t 
betray me because I’d much rather let them wander over her 
body than look at some piece of furniture right now. 


“Thanks. | called the landlord, but | got his voicemail. He’s 
out of the country on business and won't be back for a few 
weeks.” 


“How dare he do that to you,” | say a little too quickly anda 
little too sharply. 


“It’s okay. | think he’s a fair guy. He couldn’t have known 
the bed might break. | mean these things happen ina 
furnished flat.” 


I take a look around the room. “He listed this as furnished?” 


“Yes, ” 


“This isn’t furnished, and this isn’t fit for a young woman to 
be living in,” I say. “You should come live with...you deserve 
something better,” | say catching myself. 


“It’s okay, and it fits within my budget.” 


Now I’m in a tough spot, because | don’t want to offend her 
father by asking her to come live with me. He’ll wonder 
what the heck that’s all about plus he'll feel like he can’t 
provide for her. That’s not what | want. But more 
importantly | don’t want her living in this dump. It’s okay if | 
was a single guy her age, but a young woman and especially 
one as special as her? No chance. 


Then again there is no one as special as her. | wouldn’t be 
acting this way, be feeling what I’m feeling, for anyone else. 
As a matter of fact | never have. Never. 


I’ve been busy with work my entire life, building up my 
business and the thought of having a woman in my life let 
alone a family never crossed my mind...until her. 


And now the thoughts consume me. Just like | want to 
consume her. To taste her from head to toe, kissing every 
square inch of her skin and watching and listening to the 
way she gets pleasure from my mouth...and a whole lot 
more. 


“Well, let’s see if we can spruce it up a bit then. There area 
few small changes we can make that can make a big 
difference.” 


“I’m not sure | can afford it,” she says. 


“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got warehouses full of extra stuff 
from projects I’ve worked on. It won't cost me anything and 
it won’t cost you anything,” | say. 


“Are you sure?” 


“| wouldn’t take payment if you tried.” Unless of course she 
wants to pay with a kiss, which | would take as a pre- 
payment as in right now. 


And there’s no way I’m going to give her left over stuff. I’m 
going to give her the best, newest stuff | can get my hands 
on. This deadbeat landlord of hers just won the lottery by 
signing her as a tenant. He doesn’t even know. 


And he doesn’t even know how bad I’m going to rip into him 
when he gets back from that vacation. How can you take a 
vacation when you’ve got a young woman living in these 
kinds of conditions? Some people have no conscious. And 
yeah, he called it a business trip, but who files out of the 
country for “a few weeks” and doesn’t take some time off to 
enjoy themselves? 


But in a way I’m glad he’s gone, because it gave me the 
chance to come over here and be the hero. The hero | want 
to be for her always. 


“Now let’s get into your bed,” | say. 


Her eyes open wide and then her lids narrow as her pupils 
dilate. | watch as her body stiffens and she doesn’t move. 
It’s like she’s completely frozen, but completely in the 
moment at the same time. 


“| mean let’s get started on your bed. Get in there and see 
what broke,” | say. 


“Yeah, we should think about what we're going to do in the 
bed...1 mean with the bed,” she says. “I mean we might 
need to toss it out or something if it’s too broken, you know.” 


I’m not sure | do know right now. The way she’s looking at 
me...the Freudian slips...is she thinking the same thing I’m 
thinking? 


CHAPTER 3 


Ariella 


| watch as he flips the futon upright with the first two fingers 
on one hand. 


Are you kidding me? | have to grab the end with both hands 
and practically fall backwards just to get enough leverage to 
drag it across the floor. 


| watch as his eyes narrow and his nostrils flare as he 
surveys the underside. 


“It’s beyond repair,” he says with an angry tone. 
“Do you know where | can get a new one?” 


He stands up and locks eyes with me. “I have relationships 
with furniture providers. | can get you a new one. Don’t 
worry about it at all. Just tell me the general style you want 
and | can send some pictures over to your phone in about 
thirty minutes when | get back to my office.” 


“Okay, great. What’s the cost?” 


| hate to keep focusing on money, but | don’t have a lot and | 
need to make sure | don’t order something | can’t afford. 


“Don’t worry. These guys are competing for my business so 
tossing a futon my way from time to time is about the same 
as a businessman going out for drinks. They’re looking for 


big contracts and small things here and there are how they 
woo potential and current clients.” 


“| don’t want you to have to call in a favor for me.” 

His hand comes up and suddenly | see it out of the corner of 
my eye just next to my cheek. It’s like he was going to 
touch it, but then stopped at the last second. My heart rate 
picks up and | lean a little closer to him trying to will his 
hand to my cheek. 


“A fly,” he says backhanding the air, but I didn’t hear any 
buzzing or see any fly. 


Then he exhales. Was he holding his breath. 
“What I should do is call your landlord and ask him what he 
was thinking giving you this old piece of junk that probably 
came with this apartment when it was built.” 


“I think it was built in the sixties,” | say. 


“Exactly.” He pauses. “So if you can give me your 
number...” 


“Right,” | say and then quickly rattle off the digits. 

“I'll message you,” he says, but he doesn’t move. 

“Okay,” | say softly, but we're still just standing here looking 
at each other. “Want me to write it down so you don’t 
forget?” | say realizing he didn’t even take out his phone to 


type it in. 


“How could | ever forget?” 


“Me either,” | say. I’m referring to this moment right now. 
Giving him my phone number like we're going to go out ona 
date or something. Like this could be real. Like something 
between us could actually happen. But I know my response 
probably doesn’t make any sense because he has no idea 
what I’m talking about. 


Suddenly he turns and walks out the door saying nothing. 


| follow him, stopping at the threshold and watch as he 
jumps in his truck and quickly pulls away. 


| turn to shut the door and | could swear | hear tires 
screeching to a halt, but there’s no sound of a crash or any 
screaming. That’s weird. 


I’m not the type to be sticking my nose in everywhere and 
frankly I’ve got a ton of stuff to do today so | shut the door 
and look at that poor excuse of a bed. 


What if he can’t get this one moved out today and another 
one moved in? Then where will | sleep? 


| guess l'Il have to run by Target or Walmart and pick up one 
of those inflatable mattresses if that’s what happens. 


But regardless of where | do sleep tonight | know where | 
want to sleep... 


Wrapped up in his big strong arms, after making love for the 
first time. 


CHAPTER 4 


Beau 


| had to pull over quickly and catch my breath. Damn, | was 
practically hyperventilating when | rushed out of there. 


Surely she heard my truck come screeching to a halt. 
And it’s because | heard her response. “Me either.” 
What was she referring to? 


The first time our hands touched? Asking for her phone 
number? How | almost put my hand on her beautiful, 
feminine, high cheekbones and then made up some stupid 
excuse about a fly that didn’t even exist at the last second? 


It could be any of those things, but | know she’s feeling this 
too. | can see it in her eyes. She wants me just as badly as | 
want her. 


And what’s up with that place where she’s living? I’ve got to 
get in there and renovate it. I’m Supposed to have the 
landlords approval, but | can probably invoke some sort of 
clause if something breaks, and it looks like that place is 
about to fall apart at any second. There may even be mold 
in a place like that. 


| still can’t believe she’s living there, and | can’t let her 
spend one more night in that place. 


First I’m going to replace the futon and then when I’m there 
l'Il run an inspection and let her know all the problems. 
She'll have no choice but to come home with me. By that 
time it will be too late to get a hotel room and she won't be 
able to drive all the way home, plus that won’t make any 
sense. 


She could try and stay with friends, but I’m not sure she’s 
met anyone on campus yet. 


l'II be her only choice, just like she’s my only choice...for life. 
| don’t want anybody else. Only her. 


| flip through the catalog of futons and find one that 
resembles the furniture | kind of remember from her room 
back home. I’d rather just send her pictures of beds and 
send a nice new California King over there, but there’s no 
way it would fit. Plus she probably wants a futon to relax on 
during the day and to entertain guests with. 


But with all the plans I’m going to dream up for us there will 
be no time for other guests, just me. 


| snap a few pictures and send them her way. | don’t even 
second-guess if | remembered the number correctly because 
there’s no way | was ever going to forget. And not having it 
in my phone is even better because if by some strange 
chance I’m around her dad and she calls her name won’t 
show up. That’s paranoia to the extreme, but my 
relationship with her father is very important to me. We’re 
just as close as if we were brothers. 


Not more than ten seconds goes by and a text comes back. 


You know my tastes :) 


Then another... 

| like the first one. xoxo 

She’s sending me hugs and kisses, huh? | hope she’s ready 
for the real thing because that’s exactly what she’s going to 


get the next time | see her. 


And probably a whole lot more. 


CHAPTER 5 


Ariella 


“How are your studies going so far?” he asks as he situates 
the new futon in the corner of my room. It looks absolutely 
beautiful, or at least as beautiful as a futon can look. It 
looks so good that it’s completely out of place, but that’s 
okay. It stands out...just like him. 


“It’s still a bit early to tell, but so far so good,” | say. 


He stands up straight. “I’ve got a guy coming by to pick up 
the old one so it can be disposed of properly. He’ll just grab 
it from the curb down there in the next hour or so. You won't 
even notice him.” 


“Thanks. | really appreciate what you’re doing for me.” 
“Don’t mention it. And I’m not through yet.” 
“It’s okay. Everything else should be fine.” 


“Let me take a quick look around just to make sure,” he says 
and he’s already at work inspecting the place before | havea 
chance to tell him not to worry about it. 


| love the way he just takes charge and does things. | 
overheard a lot of girls in high school complaining that all 
their boyfriends wanted to do was sit around and play video 
games. Their number one goal in life was literally to be a 
professional video game player and to win contests and get 
sponsors and things like that. | know there’s money in that 


field, and to each his own, but | couldn’t imagine being with 
a guy whose whole life revolves around sitting on the couch 
all day. 


Beau is the exact opposite. He got ahead in life by hustling 
all the time. My dad told me he was legendary for the 
amount of hours he could work consecutively. When 
everyone else is tiring out Beau’s just getting warmed up. 
And | can see that now. 


It’s like my futon breaking was just a drop in the bucket. 
Now he’s really getting after it and | know he’s going to find 
a lot of other— 


“This has got to go,” he says. 
Just like | was saying to myself. 


“If I touch this pipe it’s going to explode,” he says as he’s 
checking out things underneath the sink in my bathroom. 


Which gives me time to check him out. He may be 
squatting down, but there’s no plumber’s crack to be found 
here. 


| can see all the muscles in his back ripple as he leans in so 
his hands do something underneath the sink. It’s kind of a 
weird position to be in, but even in this position his butt 
looks like it’s ready to be squeezed...by me. 


“Let me run out to the truck real quick and get some stuff to 
repair this,” he says. 


“You don’t have—“ 


“It will only take a second and | won’t take no for an 
answer,” he says as he darts out the door. 


Not more than a minute goes by and he’s back in the house 
with some shiny new chrome pipes and a plumber’s wrench. 


“| disconnected the water supply so I’ve got to work fast,” he 
says diving right in again. | hear some clanging and watch 
his forearms flex as he moves that big red wrench. 


“Okay. Almost finished. l'Il throw the water back on and 
then solder it and we’re good to go.” 


He’s out the front door again and around the side of the 
building. | guess that’s where the water connects to the 
building? Wow, he’s really good at this stuff. 


And to think he’s thirty-six years old. My mind drifts back to 
these video game guys who are my age. The ones who don’t 
even get off the couch. They’re exactly half his age, but he 
has way more than twice their energy levels. 


Why in the world do some people have a stigma associated 
with dating older guys when it’s very clear this older man is 
way superior to anything my own age? 


He’s way more take charge, just like he is right now. He’s 
way more caring, like how he got me into my dream school 
and now he’s taking time out of his day to help me. He’s 
already established himself professionally and financially, 
which is why he has people coming to him giving him futons 
on command and why he lives in such a nice home in an 
expensive part of town. 


| could go on all day. He’s literally got it all. 


But why doesn’t he have a girlfriend or a wife? 


Does he snore super loud or something? | giggle and 
suddenly he literally comes bounding through the front door. 


“What’s funny?” 
“Nothing,” I say. “Just...my imagination. That’s all.” 


“I know you read a lot so you must have a very well- 
developed one.” 


“My imagination?” 


“Yeah,” he says as he’s back under the sink again, but this 
time with some kind of small metal pen looking thing that 
he plugs into the wall. 


“It’s pretty vivid,” | say, leaving off the “especially right 
now” part. 


He’s down on his hands and knees, but right now I wish it 
was me...and I’m not talking about underneath that faucet. 


I’m talking about yanking down his pants and taking care of 
that swollen pipe in his pants that | see every time | look... 
the one that looks like it’s about to burst and | know | want 
to help him with that. 


| want to taste him as | take him in my mouth having my first 
experience that way before | have the ultimate first 
experience. 


The man I’ve been both lusting after and dreaming about. 


The man who I could learn so much from, both personally 
and professional. 


And the one! want to be my man...forever. 

And let’s not forget that he’s smoking hot. And speaking of 
smoking suddenly | see smoke coming out from underneath 
the sink. 


“Is everything okay?” 


“Yeah, almost done. Just a little soldering and we'll be good 
to go.” 


“Okay,” | say and my thoughts continue. 
“There weeeee go. Got it!” he says and he pops out from 
underneath the sink. “Now to take a look and see what else 


needs to be serviced.” 


I’m not lost on the fact that he’s staring right at me and | 
need to be serviced more than anything in this entire place. 


Suddenly | feel a drop of water on my hair. 
“Oh my gosh, is the roof leaking now?” 
“The sprinklers,” he says. 


“Sprinklers?” | say as | look up to the ceiling just in time to 
get sprayed right in the eye and everywhere else. 


He grabs a chair and stands on it quickly trying to turn off 
the sprinklers. 


| run into the kitchen, if you can call it that in a studio 
apartment, and grab a towel so | can fan the smoke. 


Who in the world has sprinklers inside an apartment? Then | 
remember the owner mentioned something about it because 
he doesn’t trust college kids. He said they always cook 
things on the stove and then go study and forget about 
them. 


| dash back into the main part of the studio and start 
fanning the smoke out, and it seems that Beau has 
remembered something as well... 


That | have on a thin white top that’s now completely stuck 
to my skin and his eyes are stuck on me. 


CHAPTER 6 


Beau 


| lose track of everything at the sight of her, the water just 
continuing to pour over us like we’re caught in the rain in 
some romantic movie. 


Then a switch flips in my mind about the place flooding and 
| run outside and hit the main water meter shut off switch, 
which is the only valve that will shut off the water to the 
sprinkler system. 


That sprinkler system must have been set on a super 
sensitive setting, and I’m feeling super sensitive right now 
as my cock is throbbing so damn hard that the pain is nearly 
unbearable. 

| go back inside and she’s sitting on her futon. 

She’s got her face in her hands as she looks at me and | look 
back at her. Her expression was lust when | left, and now it’s 
changed to something more of “it’s just one of those days.” 
Suddenly we both start busting out laughing. 

“Can | get you a coffee?” | ask. 


“Why not?” she says with a huge smile on her face. 


| pull a bottle of water out of the fridge and pour some into 
the electric water kettle. | dry off the area, especially the 


wall socket and the prongs, with some dry towels | find in 
the cupboard and get to boiling the water. 


Less than a minute later | take two cups of coffee into the 
“living room” and put them down on the table and join her 
on the futon. 


“Well, it was a hot day.” 
“I have to admit this does feel nice,” she says. 


“And | have to admit you look a lot more than nice in those 
clothes.” 


Her head slowly moves from the floor up to meet my gaze. 


“What about you?” she says, her hand coming up and 
stopping just short of my shoulder, but like a cat she can’t 
resist pawing at something she’s interested in...and this lion 
is ready to do a whole lot more than paw at her. 


“What about me?” | say turning my body more towards hers 
as she moves to square up better to me as well. 


My hand comes up to her face, but this time there are no 
imaginary flies and no stopping short. 


The pads of my fingertips make contact with her beautiful, 
wet cheek. God, she’s so perfect. She has that fresh just out 
of the shower look that absolutely cannot be beat. 


“You're so...strong,” she says as her hand comes down on my 
shoulder awkwardly before squeezing it. “There’s nothing to 
squeeze. You're literally all muscle.” 


“And your so soft,” | say running my finger along those 
cheeks of hers. “And all day I’ve been noticing what you’ve 
got in the back of those shorts and all I can think about is 
squeezing it.” 


“You like my butt?” 
“A lot more than just like it.” 
“I think it’s too big,” she says. 


| push a locket of her wet hair back behind her ear. “It’s 
perfect. You’re perfect.” 


Our faces move in closer. 
“You're not wearing any make up are you?” 
“No. | didn’t have time to put any on this morning.” 


“Don’t. Ever. Your perfect just the way you are,” | say as | 
close the distance between us and | feel her soft subtle lips 
make contact with mine causing my eyes to close and my 
heart to skip a beat as my hand moves around from the side 
of her head to the back, applying the slightest of pressure as 
| make our kiss that much stronger and more intimate. 


“Wow,” she says as our faces separate and I’m already ready 
to dive back in to taste her sweet lips again. “Strong and 
gentle at just the right times and in just the right spots,” she 
Says. 


We just stare into each other’s eyes taking in our glistening 
faces, and | know that’s not the only thing that’s glistening. 
If | wasn’t drenched already the pre-come on the tip of my 
cock would be easily visible if | stripped down right now. 


And damn, that’s exactly what | want to do. Everything... 
that’s what | want to do. | want to kiss her for at least an 
hour and then spend another slowly getting out of our 
clothes. Build up the anticipation for hours more until finally 
we just can’t resist anymore and | have her for the first time, 
claiming her as mine. 


But not here. This isn’t the place. But I have to kiss her 
again. 


| lean in and she moves to meet me as our lips lock for a 
second time and damn if it isn’t just as incredible as the 
first. 


“Everything okay in here, oooookay,” someone says at the 
door before suddenly turning and walking away. 


“We should probably shut the door,” she says, cutting our 
kiss short. 


“We should probably go somewhere else,” | Say. 
“Where?” 


“I know just the place.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Ariella 
“Oh my gosh. Is this case study house number twenty-two?” 
“You know your stuff | see.” 
“This is one of the most iconic houses in all of L.A.” 


As an aspiring architect from California | know all about the 
Case Study Houses. | practically have the Wikipedia page 
memorized... 


The Case Study Houses were experiments in 

American residential architecture sponsored by Arts & 
Architecture magazine, which commissioned major 
architects of the day, including Richard Neutra, Raphael 
Soriano, Craig Ellwood, Charles and Ray Eames, Pierre 
Koenig, Eero Saarinen, A. Quincy Jones, Edward 
Killingsworth, and Ralph Rapson to design and build 
inexpensive and efficient model homes for the United States 
residential housing boom caused by the end of World War 

Il and the return of millions of soldiers. 


The program ran intermittently from 1945 until 1966. The 
first six houses were built by 1948 and attracted more than 
350,000 visitors. While not all thirty-six designs were built, 
most of those that were constructed were built in Los 
Angeles, and one was built in San Rafael, Northern California 
and one in Phoenix, Arizona. Of the unbuilt houses #19 was 
to have been built in Atherton, in the San Francisco Bay 


Area, while #27 was to have been built on the east coast, 
in Smoke Rise, New Jersey. 


A number of the houses appeared in the magazine in iconic 
black-and-white photographs by architectural 
photographer Julius Shulman. 


And the most famous of all the Julius Shulman photographs 
was taken right here in this house at 1635 Woods Drive, the 
house that | admire so much. 


Archdaily.com, the world’s most visited architecture site, did 
an incredible write up on the residence back in November of 
2015. 


Without a doubt, it’s among the most famous houses in Los 
Angeles. The house is easy to describe: a steel framed L- 
plan, divided into bedrooms and the communal living 
spaces, all wrapped around a turquoise pool seemingly 
impossibly poised above the city. But words don’t do it 
Justice. Julius Shulman’s 1960 photograph of Pierre Koenig’s 
Case Study House 22, perhaps better known as Stahl House, 
changed the fantasies of a generation. 


Shulman’s photograph of, or rather through, Stahl House 
made plate glass and steel girders, materials normally too 
industrial to be accepted by home owners, seem glamorous. 
It was magazine genius: a voyeuristic image of two women 
in a glass lined room, suspended above the lights of Los 
Angeles, seen from outside the glass, the ambiguous 
perspective of either a guest leaving late, or an intruder 
arriving unannounced—whatever you wanted it to be. 
Shulman’s notorious photo is subtler than it first appears. 
The architecture is not so much shown as hinted at by the 
geometric underside of the roof, and the city is brought 
closer by the careful double exposure and the reflected 


image of the ceiling lamp that appears like a double moon 
inside and outside the house. Shulman’s genius was that he 
understood architectural photography first and foremost in 
terms of film, and not least Hollywood, the dream factory 
down the road. Where other photographers took static 
descriptive images of entire houses, Shulman made film 
stills, frozen moments from places you wished you lived in. 
When printed in John Entenza’s influential Californian 
magazine Arts and Architecture, Shulman’s photographs 
worked like an intoxicant on a generation of post-war 
architects. 


The official agenda of Entenza’s Case Study House program 
was to reimagine the typical family dwelling using postwar 
materials and technology. They were meant to be 
affordable, and replicable, houses for a confident 
democratic society. But the irony is that almost all of the 
case study houses were one-offs, modernist gems that were 
never replicated. Instead of using the best of postwar 
technology, the building industry used the booming market 
to cover America in suburban tract housing built by a 
deunionised and deskilled workforce. Wooden frames 
proved cheaper than steel, and required less skill to 
manage. The Stahl House represents an alternative history, 
a custom built precision architecture that everyone wanted 
but few ended up getting. 


The Stahl house itself was a classic American story, a house 
built as much by sheer force of will as from the application 
of contemporary technology. The site was believed to be too 
steep to build upon, so the owner, C H “Buck” Stahl, a 
retired professional football player, heaped up the terraces 
supporting the structure more or less by hand, and made 
models of a curving, glass walled home over a year before 
finding an architect with the courage to take the 


commission. Pierre Koenig rationalized Stahl’s original plans, 
but recently rediscovered photographs of the early models 
suggest that this is one of those cases where the client 
deserves credit as a co-designer. 


Paradoxically, for the most glamorous house in America, it’s 
all about family. From the street, there’s almost nothing 
visible. The house presents a blank wall. The schism 
between privacy and view could not be more extreme. The 
3D model from Archilogic shows the strong shift in 
atmosphere between the photogenic public spaces and the 
rarely photographed bedrooms, which are clearly designed 
to offer a feeling of enclosure, and security, in spite of the 
steep drop only a short distance away. 


Although on July 24, 2013, a half a century after completion, 
the Stahl House was listed in the National Register of 
Historic Places, finally affording it the recognition it 
deserved, there’s still a strange split between the postwar 
houses of figures like Mies van der Rohe and Philip Johnson, 
and the case study houses of the Eameses, or Pierre Koenig. 
Whereas Mies and Johnson were drawing on an architecture 
that went back as far as ancient Greece, and they knew it, 
the Eameses breezily rejected the weight of tradition. 
Koenig is a more ambiguous figure. He built, and he taught, 
for most of his life. He was fascinated by the properties of 
steel, and he did idealistically motivated work—notably with 
the Chemehuevi Indians when he taught at USC—but 
nothing ever brought him the fame and recognition of the 
magazine friendly pieces from early in his career. 


So how much does it cost to live in a modernist 
masterpiece? 


Well, Buck Stahl paid the outrageous sum (for the 1950s) of 
$13,500 for the land, and another $37,651 for the house 
and pool. At the time of writing, Zillow estimates the value 
of the house as $2,531,800 (or between 2.23 million and 
3.11 million), Trulia’s algorithms estimate its value slightly 
lower than average for a Hollywood property, at $2,237,000, 
and Realtor guesses $2,042,328. The real value of the house 
is almost certainly higher, much higher. A story in the Los 
Angeles Times (June 27, 2009) reported that Stahl’s widow, 
Carlotta, and their three children turned down offers as high 
as $15 million for the house since Buck passed away, but 
whatever the offer was, the family didn’t sell, so the house 
is effectively priceless. That’s quite a premium for great 
architecture. 


“You're able to get inside?” | ask. 

“We're able to get inside,” he says. 

“But this is a landmark, and we're soaking wet.” 

“They have a shower...and a pool.” 

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” I say as | lean over in 
the truck and hug him as he pulls to a stop. This is the 
perfect present, and surprise, for someone like me. It’s my 
dream to visit places like this, and as a broke college student 
the chances of that happening are slim to none, and slim’s 


been out of town for some time now. 


We step out of the truck and enter the property making sure 
not to drip everywhere. 


“Should we take showers?” | ask. 


“I was thinking since we're already wet why not go fora 
dip.” 


“| didn’t bring my swimsuit,” | say nervously wishing | hadn’t 
eaten that entire pint of grocery store brand ice cream last 
night. 


“Perfect, then | won’t be the only naked one,” he says as he 
unbuckles his buckle and starts sliding his wet denim jeans 
down past his tree trunk thick thighs. 


Is this really happening? Is my fantasy really getting closer 
to coming true by the second? 


| would think | was dreaming if it weren’t for the sight of him 
and the smell of the air up here in this part of town. And the 
majestic view overlooking L.A. that no dream could recreate 
with such awe-inspiring heights and opulence. 


| slide my shorts down and reach for my top as | see his eyes 
narrow and the intensity in them increase. He looks more 
primal, more feral, more hungry than ever before. 


“Show me what perfection looks like so | can finally know 
after all these years because | know I’m about to see the 
most perfect sight on this entire earth.” 


My self-consciousness about my body starts to fade a bit and 
| feel better, more free, more satisfied with how I look when | 
expose myself to him. 


He quickly yanks his shirt up and over his head and pulls his 
boxers down, his cock catching on the elastic band and then 
springing free like a diving board as it clears the cotton 
restraint. 


Oh my lord, his muscles aren’t the only thing that are huge, 
thick, and rock hard. 


I’ve never seen a cock that big. | may have never seen a 
cock in real life, but I’m not a total prude and | do have an 
Internet connection and right now | want to connect myself 
to that. 


| realize my hands are still crossed at my waist with the base 
of my shirt in them. 


“Show me. Show me perfection,” he says, and | lift my 
hands up and feel my breasts fall free. 


As my shirt clears my head | take in his expression, his 
mouth literally open, and watch as he becomes completely 
weightless falling backwards completely still and flat like a 
board. 


“Beau!” | yell just as | see his body go completely horizontal 
and that big rod of his go completely vertical and then 
suddenly there’s a splash and he disappears into the water. 


| can’t help but laugh so hard that | snort a little, but luckily 
he’s underwater and can’t hear me. 


“Wait!” he says as he breaches the surface, rubbing his eyes 
quickly. 


“Now I’m ready...ready for my perfect prize...your pristine 
peach,” he says. 


| grab my panties by the side and watch as he quickly swims 
up to the side of the pool closest to me, never taking his 
eyes off my sex. When he reaches the side he grabs it and 
holds himself in place as still as he can. 


| tug one side down low, but don’t reveal myself. 

Then | quickly reverse which side is down and which side is 
up before jumping up in the air and spinning around half 
way so my butt is facing him. 


| bend forward and shake my ass at him. 


“Bring that over here so | can spank you for being bad,’ he 
says. 


| keep wiggling my butt as I walk backwards toward the 
edge of the pool. When I’m close, but still more than an 
arm’s length away he comes springing forward and slaps my 
wet ass hard with his wet hand and it stings...so good. 

“Oh, | like it when I’m bad.” 


“You are bad teasing me like this,” he says. 


“Well if | know you’re going to spank me when I’m bad | 
might just have to keep teasing you,” | Say. 


“Tease me in some other ways...from inside the pool.” 

| turn around and stand up straight. 

But this time there will be no games. 

“You have no clue how much I want to see that. How much | 
need to see that. How hard I am for you under this water.” 


he says. 


His vocalization of how much he wants me makes me want 
to jump on him and ride him immediately, or get on my 


knees like | dreamed about back at my apartment, which 
seems like a lifetime ago considering where we are now. 


| slowly move my panties down, but this time | don’t stop, 
exposing my bare pussy to him. 


“Damn, you are perfect just like | knew you were,” he says. 
“Now bring me what’s mine.” 


| step out of my panties and discard them to the side and 
start walking towards him like I’m a fashion model on a 
runway. A fashion model with no clothes or accessories that 
is, but that’s how strong and confident | feel, because the 
way he talks to me and the words he chooses tell me he likes 
me one hundred percent natural, just the way | am. 


| strut my stuff right up to the edge of the pool and his 
hands come off the edge of the pool and lock onto my calves 
as his body rises up. He supports himself on his forearms 
just as his tongue finds my middle and a moan immediately 
escapes me. 


“Oh Beau,” | whimper and he responds immediately with the 
type of growl you might hear from a hungry animal in the 
forest in the black of night. 


And judging by the speed and depth with which his tongue 
is moving he is exactly that. 


“My knees,” | say and | feel myself losing strength in my 
legs. 


| start to fall forward and feel his grasp on my legs tighten, 
holding me in place straight up. Talk about unbelievable 
strength, especially why his attention absolutely seems to 


be focused on something else entirely. That something 
being pleasing himself while he more than pleases me. 


“| want to join you in the water. Let me fall into you,” | say. 
His mouth comes off my middle. “You ready now?” 
“Ready,” | say. 


And | feel his grip loosen but his hands remain as my body 
goes horizontal and suddenly | realize I’m going to face- 
plant, but at the last second his hands slide down my legs 
and onto my feet and he pushes me more forward as | 
extend my arms as he falls back and | fall forwards. 


| dive straight into the pool, the force sending my pussy 
Sliding across his face and as unbelievable as it sounds the 
friction from his skull hits me just right and | feel like | could 
practically fill this pool with juices of my own. 


But my dive is too quick and his face rubbing my nub too 
short and | don’t climax. 


Which is for the better. 


Because there’s something | need to do first...for him and for 
me. 


CHAPTER 8 


Beau 


“Hey there, tiger,” | say as she puts her hands on my chest 
and pushes me back towards the end of the pool with the 
steps. 


“All these compliments you keep giving me is making me 
feel really good about myself and more confident of what | 
really want.” 


“What might that be?” 


“To taste you,” she says and just as we reach the steps she 
pushes me backwards and although | could easily stop 
myself from “falling” backwards | play along. | like this more 
assertive side of her. | know she’s assertive when it comes 
to studying and anything she puts her mind too, | just didn’t 
know she’d put her mind to having me. 


And | like it. 


Because I’ve definitely put my mind to making her mine as 
well. 


| lean back on the steps as she slides in and kisses me hard 
on the mouth as her hand grabs for my cock, finding my 
shaft and taking a good firm grip. 


“Higher,” she says. “On the steps.” 


| scoot my ass up to the top step until my entire torso is 
practically out of the water, except the very lower part. 


And my cock, which is hard as a rock, iS up and out of the 
water while my balls are still submerged. 


She looks down at my rod and her hand slides underneath 
the water cupping my balls while her other hand takes my 
Shaft. 


Watching her and seeing the hunger in her eyes makes it 
damn near impossible for me not to finish before she even 
starts when | realize what she’s about to do. 


But I| can’t. | have to focus because | know how much she 
wants to wrap her warm mouth around me and claim me and 
that’s exactly what she does when she leans forward, licks 
around the base of the head of my cock and then her head 
slides down taking me inside her mouth. 


“Oh fuck, beautiful,” | moan as my breaths shallow and my 
eyelids flicker. 


One hand comes up and I run it through her beautiful hair, 
careful not to guide her or put force on the back of her 
head. | want her to take me how she wants to take me, and 
so far that’s exactly how | want to be taken too. 


And | know it’s going to continue that way because seeing 
the pleasure on her face...hearing her sucking and popping 
sounds...is all the pleasure | could possibly ever want from 
this position. 


| have to add “from this position” because there is 
something that could top it. 


Moving my hips in rhythm with hers as I slide in and out of 
her before | fill her with my seed and we make our first of 
many children together. 


There’s nothing in the world that could top that. 


Except one thing...maybe. And that’s being there and 
holding her hand in the delivery room while our child is 
born. Knowing that we made a life together. Our creation. 
That would be hard to top, but we're still nine months away 
from that moment. 


And I’m sure it’s only going to be nine months because I’m 
going to fill her so full of my seed that it will be dripping out 
of her until next week, a little reminder of what we did. 


But she won’t know if it’s from this time, or any of the next 
times, because | plan on filling her every day for the rest of 
my life. Keeping her belly full of my children and her heart 
full of my love. 


Yeah, | love her. | admit it and I’m damn proud of it. It feels 
fucking incredible to know | finally met the one. 


Thirty-six years is a long time to wait, but | would have 
waited thirty-six million if it meant she was the pot of gold at 
the end of that rainbow. 


“Right there,” | say as she takes in more of me as her hand 
strokes my shaft at the same time as she gently cups my 
balls. 


| watch her head moving in rhythm as her hand moves up 
and down with a slight twist every time applying a little 
extra friction and making me wonder even more what it’s 
going to feel like to be inside her. 


“I don’t know how much more of this | can take,” | say. 


“I want to take your seed in my mouth,” she says as she 
comes off my cock quickly to say those words before 
resuming her rhythm. 


“Oh fuck,” | say, Knowing I’m close. | want to come inside 
her pristine pussy for our first time, but | don’t know which 
way is up right now and there’s no way | can stop this 
moment other than finishing what she started...and what we 
both desperately want. And then start one of my own and 
tasting her sweetness. 


“Your mouth feels so damn perfect. So fucking good,” | say. 
“Oh fuck, baby. I’m gonna,” | say as my breath hitches. “I’m 
gonna,” and then my chest freezes and every muscles 
tightens. “Uuuh!” | moan as my cock jerks violently and my 
arms spasm and my toes curl as | feel complete ecstasy 
overtake me. 


My eyes close for a few seconds but when I open them | see 
her lips still wrapped around me and | watch her throat 
move telling me she’s taking everything | have to give. 


She does something with her tongue and suddenly another 
quick burst exits me as she milks me dry...but not for long. 


Because l'Il never run dry for her. l'Il always have more to 
give no matter what. And I’m not holding back either 
because every time | give her anything in this life I’m going 
to give her my all. 


In or out of the bedroom. 


CHAPTER 9 


Ariella 


I’ve dreamed about doing things like that to him for awhile 
but never in a place as incredible as this and even in my 
dreams and daydreams | couldn’t have been prepared for his 
salty seed. 


The speed at which his gift left him and entered my throat 
was more than I was ready for, but I still managed to keep 
my lips wrapped around him, owning him from start to 
finish. 


And seeing him finish and his face in the few chances | got 
made it all worth the while. | love knowing that I was able to 
please him in that way and in doing so! was so close to 
coming on my own it was incredible. 


When | first tasted him | thought | was going to release 
myself, but | think my focus on accepting everything he had 
to give, and trying to get every last drop, focused my 
attention and kept me from getting lost in my own head and 
climaxing with him in tandem. 


But | think I’m super close to that right now when | feel 
those thick fingers of his against my triceps as he lifts me up 
off his cock and brings me towards him. 


But suddenly he spins me over and puts me in the position | 
just had him. 


My forearms balance me, just as his did him as his hands 
come up and underneath me grabbing my ass and lifting me 
allowing him to feast on the flesh that surrounds my opening 
as he kisses just round my opening. 


“Oh my. Oh yes. Right there,” | moan already feeling that 
I’m close and his lips haven’t even touched my most 
sensitive parts. 


But that doesn’t last for long when he kisses me smack dab 
in my center and then uses his tongue to part me before 
Sliding it up and flicking my nub before dragging it back 
down and entering me as he rolls his tongue. 


And then he blows slightly and | feel his hot breath just 
inside me and the insides of my legs start to quiver. 


“Oh my god, Beau. Don’t stop.” 


And he doesn’t but he switches things up, which would 
seem terrible when | just gave him the feedback that he was 
in the perfect spot, but as an older man | guess he really 
does now better as he takes my clit and sucks it into his 
mouth and my pleasure meter, which | thought was already 
maxed out, goes to another level. 


He already knows me better than | know myself. 


My head goes sideways. “Uh,” | moan as my ear finds my 
shoulder and | open my eyes and look at the most 
picturesque view of L.A. ever...all from up here as we’re 
perched in the pool of an architectural masterpiece. 


Every single part of me is stimulated...physically, 
intellectually, and not to sound too hippyish but also 
Spiritually. 


Because | know I’ve found my soul mate and it’s not just 
from the way he puts his mouth on me...it’s so, so much 
more. 


But | can’t think about that right now as he blows on my 
clitoral bulbs again and my shaking legs turn to spasming as 
| feel a wave rush over the inside of me and head straight for 
the center of me... 


“I’m coming!” | yell as | white knuckle grip the side of the 
pool as my thighs clamp against the sides of his head, 
pinning him in place to my pussy. 


“Uhhh. Uh. Uhhhhhhhhhh,” | moan and then whimper 
before trying to catch my breath. 


| look down at him and quickly release my legs grip on him, 
but they’re slow to move. 


Once I have them open enough I grab him and pull him to 
my face, holding his face in both my hands as | kiss him hard 
for the way he just made me feel more alive than | have ever 
been. And for everything he’s done for me. And for 
everything | know he will do for me, because | know I’m 
going to do everything for him too. 


| feel his big arms wrap around me and he pulls me into his 
body, my legs wrapping around his waist as he holds me ina 
hug that | never want to end. 


CHAPTER 10 


Ariella 
“Again?” | ask as we pull up to the hotel. 


“And l'm going to keep on surprising you forever and ever,” 
he says. 


“You are incredible.” 


Beau said our first time shouldn’t be at Case Study House 
22, better known as the Stahl House. | have to agree. We 
did get a little out of control there and things got hot and 
heavy. He said the memory of our first time shouldn’t be 

tied to anything else...that it should stand out on its own. 


| like the way he thinks and that even though we got pretty 
primal at the first place, it’s better to take a step back and 
slow things down when it comes time for love making. 


And on the way over he got a call from his team, but he just 
laughed and said “thanks” to his guy on the other line. 
When I asked him what was so funny he told me that he’d 
sent a crew over to clean up the mess and completely fix the 
apartment. They got a lot done today and would finish up 
tomorrow. 


When I asked him what he was laughing about he told me it 
was because it was irrelevant because I’d never spend 
another second in that place except to get my things and 
get out. 


| would be staying with him from now on, he insisted. 


| appreciate the offer and | want that, but at some point | 
have to take a bigger step back and think if that’s the best 
decision. 


Sure my place is a small cracker box, but still it’s a place all 
to myself where | can just go in my lady cave and hunker 
down and do some studying. That sounded really logical 
until he told me he had extra rooms in his house that we 
could devote entirely to my studying. He’d read my mind 
again. 


We hand the keys to the valet and enter Shutters on the 
Beach. 


I’ve read about it before because it’s a member of The 
Leading Hotels of the World, which is a consortium of more 
than three hundred and seventy-five luxury hotels and 
resorts in over seventy-five countries. It’s truly the creme de 
la creme with a Craftsman-style exterior meant to reference 
Southern California resorts and cottages of the 1920s. 

When it opened back in 1993 it was the only hotel in Santa 
Monica with direct beach access, and still to this day is only 
one of two in Los Angeles. 


We started up in the hills and now we're at the oceanside. 
We've covered L.A. from top to bottom, and | got my own 
bottom spanked in the process...and | liked it. 


“Without looking, who designed it?” Beau asks as we head 
towards the elevators. 


“Hill Architects,” | say. 


“You're good,” he says. 


“No, you’re good,” | say and he leans in and kisses me right 
in the lobby in front of everyone, and that includes a few 
celebrities | notice in the corner and a ex-governor of 
California. 


But none of that seems to mind Beau. He’s really just a 
blue-collar guy who happens to have a humongous bank 
account. But he’s so unassuming and down to earth and he 
still likes to get his hands dirty...when he’s not putting them 
on me that is. 


“Wait, do we have a reservation? We just skipped the 
reception.” 


“We did some work for the hotel a few years ago and the 
manager told me to come by anytime and she’d have a room 
ready for me.” 

“Really?” 

“Really.” 

“But we didn’t check in.” 

“She just texted me. She’s in our room ready to meet us.” 


“Us?” | say nervously. 


“Of course. Who wouldn’t want to meet L.A.’s next big 
architect? You're a great connection for her to make.” 


“Thank you,” | say feeling my cheeks warm and | know they 
must be bright red, “but | think you’re being too kind.” 


“Not at all. | believe in you one hundred percent...and | 
want you equally as much,” he says as he leans in and we 
kiss again. 


“Do you mind if | refresh my memory in regards to the 
property before we meet the manager?” | ask. 


“Not at all. That’s smart business and | Know you’re one 
smart cookie,” he says putting his hand on top of my head 
and then running his fingers through my hair. 


| lean into him and he wraps his other arm around me as | 
pull out my phone and quickly Google the hotel. I’m taken 
to the website for Condé Nast Traveler and quickly skim their 
review... 


Shutters on the Beach 


A beachfront icon with a fresh, breezy design, stellar 
restaurants, and views, views, views. 


Shutters came into the world as the left coast's idea of an 
east coast beach house, but with Pacific sunsets and 
interiors designed by the man who does the White House 
residence, it quickly became so much more. If you're 
traveling for work, this is the perfect place to guarantee that 
vacation feeling during limited downtime. If you're traveling 
for pleasure, lucky you. Note: many rooms don't have a full 
ocean view, so be sure when you book to secure the ones 
that do for the dream beach house experience. 


How did it strike you on arrival? 
The once novel and now iconic Shutters, which first opened 


in 1993, was the left coast's idea of an East Coast beach 
house. The white shingled oceanfront property got a top-to- 


bottom redo in 2005, led by Michael S. Smith, the interior 
designer who famously decorated the Obama White House. 
The lobby is warm and inviting like the living room of house 
in the Cape, with two large fireplaces. And the art! Around 
the hotel, you'll see works by Modern art greats like David 
Hockney, Robert Motherwell, Claes Oldenburg, and Roy 
Lichtenstein. 

Nice. What’s the crowd like? 


Leisure travelers—plus a fair share of entertainment 
industry people, photographers, ad agency creatives, and 
anyone on an expense account who wants to pretend 
they're on vacation at the end of a long work day. 


The good stuff: Tell us about your room. 


The smallest of the 186 breezy guest rooms and 12 suites 
are 450 square feet, and they all feel very residential— 
hardwood floors with hand-woven Tibetan rugs instead of 
carpets, built-ins instead of bulky furniture. Most are 
designed with sliding shuttered doors, surprisingly few of 
which open to reveal the ocean below. Many rooms have no 
view at all, so be sure to get the skinny before you book. 


How about the little things, like mini bar, or shower goodies. 
Any of that find its way into your suitcase? 


Includes special hardback edition classics like Hemingway’s 
The Old Man and the Sea. Rooms also come with a take- 
home souvenir: a rubber bath amenity of Shutter’s 
signature whale—perfect for the kiddos if you left them back 
at home. 


Please tell us the bathroom won't let us down. 


Bathrooms are spacious, with hardwood floors, 15-inch LCD 
televisions (for those who need a TV in the bathroom), and 
large whirlpool tubs. Open the shutters for outdoor views If 
you've got them while you're taking a soak. 


Maybe the most important topic of all: Wi-Fi. What’s the 
word? 


Basic Wifi is complimentary, high-speed internet is included 
in the resort fee. 


Room service: Worth it? 


Room service is available 24 hours per day, and you can 
order off of the Pico 1 or Coast menu. Our pick from Coast: 
tortilla soup and a lobster roll. 


Anything stand out about other services and features? 
Whether it’s childcare, gyms, spas, even parking—whatever 
stuck with you. 


The hotel sits right on the sand of Santa Monica Bay; you 
can see the Pacific from the pool and Jacuzzi, surrounded by 
chaise loungers and private cabanas. The clean, natural 
palette of sand, wood, and stone will have you relaxed even 
before getting a treatment at the ONE Spa at Shutters on 
the Beach. Body treatments use products from Kerstin 
Florian, Scientific Organics, and Lalicious. 


Michael S. Smith also designed the 85-seat 1 Pico, which is 
so-called for its address, and open for lunch, dinner, and 
weekend brunch. The Italian-influenced and seafood-forward 
menu (think tuna tartar with avocado and roasted fish like 
arctic char and halibut) is solid, if a little passe, and is a bit 
player in the scheme of the restaurant's ocean views. The 


indoor-outdoor, all-day Coast Beach Café and Bar is right on 
the bike path. There’s an open kitchen and a self-heating 
floor (it gets cold by the beach!), and a communal table that 
gives it a laid-back vibe. Don’t miss the lemon ricotta 
pancakes for breakfast. Wednesday nights in the Living 
Room lobby lounge, there’s live jazz music and seasonal 
cocktails. It’s also the go-to spot for afternoon tea. 


Bottom line: worth it, and why? 


Love it for its womb-like lobby, spacious rooms, and location 
on the beach. 


“Yeah, that sounds about right,” | say somewhat under my 
breath, but apparently Beau hears me. 


“The Internet says you’re the most beautiful and perfect girl 
in the world and you’re all mine?” 


“Awww,” | say looking up from my phone and | hug him with 
both arms just as the door opens. 


“Beau!” a woman says extending her hand. 
“Great to see you, Laura,” Beau says. 


“And you must be, Ariella,” she says. “Pleasure to meet 
you,” she says and we shake hands. 


While she’s still holding my hand she leans in closer to my 
ear and says in a loud whisper so Beau can hear, “Glad to 
see more ladies entering our field. You go girl!” 


| can’t help but smile and like her. She’s in a very powerful 
position but warm and down to earth, just like Beau. And | 


can tell by the way they interact that they’re business 
friends and nothing more. It’s nice to know Beau is truly 
mine, and doesn’t have a history behind him like so many 
men in L.A. do. 


And Laura is so beautiful too, and not only in her physical 
beauty but in the way she gives me her card and then writes 
her personal number on there and let’s me know | can call 
her anytime. | love it when women support and encourage 
other women and she is definitely doing that. 


And when Beau steps out to take a quick call Laura answers 
a few questions | hit her with rapid-fire style. 


“Okay you two. | wish you a lovely evening,” she says when 
Beau returns. “And | hope I’m not overstepping my bounds 
here, but you really do make the perfect couple.” 


“Thank you,” we Say in unison. 
“See!” she says and the three of us share a laugh. 


But the moment we step inside the door to the suite 
laughing is the last thing on my mind. 


I’m in complete awe. | see a pamphlet on the table that says 
we’re in the Beach House Suite. Apparently it’s the best 
room they have, but all | can think about right now is Beau 
having me for the first time. 


“Over here,” he says and | join him at the sliding doors 
which open right on the sand. 


| feel his hand bump mine and then his fingers wrap around 
mine as we watch the sun set over the Pacific. 


At least | thought we were watching that, but when I look up 
| see he’s watching me. 


“I have the best view in the world,” he says staring right at 
me. “My view of my woman,” he says before he leans in 
slowly and his lips gently meet mine in the softest of kisses 
from the biggest of men. 


The ocean breeze tickles my senses as it flows across my 
Skin and | swear | can feel the romance in the fresh saltwater 
air it brings. 


And romance can come in so many forms, but right now 
there is but one...making love for the very first time. 


CHAPTER 11 


Ariella 
“This is for you,” he says handing me the box from the bed. 
“What’s this?” | ask. 
“Something | picked out especially for you.” 
“How? You were with me all day.” 


“I have my ways...and | have good friends that might have 
helped out a little bit too.” 


“Should | open it now?” 

“You should, but let me leave the room first.” 

“Okay.” 

“Trust me...I want to see your face when you open it, but 
there’s a different reaction I’m looking forward to and | can 
only get that reaction if | step outside while you find out 
what’s inside.” 

“You’re making me nervous now.” 

“Don’t be nervous,” he says, his hand coming up to run his 
fingers through my hair. “Everything is perfect. You’re 


perfect. This is just the cherry on top,” he says. 


“Okay, now I’m dying to know.” 


“And I’m dying to...well, you'll see, or should | say l'Il see.” 


“I'll see? You'll see? | really have no idea what this could...,” 
| say as he steps backwards and shuts the door the last thing 
| see is his face in the crack watching me until the very last 
second. | love how he never wants to take his eyes off me. 
“possibly be,” | say finishing my sentence. 


| put both hands under the white box and lift it a few times 
before gently tossing it in the air an inch or two above my 
hands. 


“Well, it’s certainly light.” 


| carefully remove the bright red bow, knowing l'Il want to 
keep this forever. | have no idea what’s going to be inside 
but | know it’s going to be something special and 
memorable. 


It takes me a full minute to get the bow off and then | reach 
for the lid, but first | sit down on a chair by the bed and put 
the box in my lap. | want to still my movements and just 
focus on what’s inside. Plus, as crazy as it sounds | want to 
be seated in case | faint. | don’t think it’s a wedding ring or 
anything like that, | mean there is no noise coming from 
inside and | know he wouldn't propose this way as it’s not at 
all something he would do from the other room, but maybe 
it’s something almost on that level. 


“What did you put inside this box my Beau?” | say softly as | 
remove the lid...only to find perfectly folded white tissue 
paper. 


But | can see there’s something underneath it. 


The moment of truth. 


| pull back the tissue paper and see the pristine white fabric 
the lace and the cut. 


“Oh wow,” | say lifting the dress from the box and holding it 
in front of my face to get a good look. 


| rotate my hands so I can see the back and then look at the 
front again. 


It’s so beautiful and so perfect, especially for this moment 
we’re about to share. 


| stand and slide out of the clothes we picked up at Target on 
the way from the Case Study House to here, the entire time 
I’m undressing I’m just focusing on the dress and how 
beautiful it is. 


Suddenly | smile. What crazy kids we are. We left the Case 
Study House nearly as wet as we arrived so on the way down 
we decided to just be spontaneous and stop off at Target and 
buy the simplest clothes we could find...just basics wear. 


After we paid for them we went right back to the changing 
rooms and swapped out our old clothes for the new. The 
attendant probably thought we were stealing or having sex 
back there or something seeing that we were giggling so 
much. 


We stuck our wet clothes in the bag and left the store like 
spies on the run or something, our appearances completely 
different than when we'd walked in. 


It was our little inside joke. Just something shared between 
the two of us and no-one else. 


And now, in this dress I’m going to share something with 
him that I’ve never share with anyone else. 


How perfect. 


| do love me some Target, but | sure feel more elegant and 
special in this very expensive feeling dress than a seven 
dollar t-shirt and some twenty dollar jeans. 


And when | slide into the dress | feel even more special 
because it’s a perfect fit. 


How could he have guessed? There’s no way he told 
whoever picked this up my sizes after Target. They wouldn’t 
have had time. 


| just chalk it up to another of the amazing things he does 
for me. 


| feel one side is a bit heavier than the other and my 
eyebrows raise. Am | imagining things or am | lopsided or 
something. 


| try and straighten the bottom of the dress and when | do | 
feel something heavy on the bottom on one side. 


What the heck? 

| grab the bottom and turn it inside out and see that there is 
a small magnet that’s been inserted into the dress with a 
super tiny strand of fabric. Attached to the magnet is a tiny 
note. 


| go great with what’s under the bed. 


He bought me a dress that talks? Or at least one that leaves 
me messages and the words play in my head in the tone and 
rhythm that the dress would say if it could talk. 


Okay, I’m officially losing my mind or I’m just so caught up 
in this | feel like I’m a princess in a Disney movie. 


But this is so much better, because this is real. He’s real. 
And this won't be over in two hours like some movie...this 
will truly last forever. 


| carefully bend down and look under the bed. 
“Another box,” | say and carefully slide it out. 


Five minutes later I’m standing in front of the mirror in the 
nicest piece of clothing that’s ever touched my skin anda 
pair of Christian Louboutin red heels. 


If | look one percent as good as | feel he’s going to eat me 
up. 


If | don’t hug him to death first. 


| want to cry I’m so happy right now for all the things he’s 
done for me today and how special he’s made me feel. 


There’s just no way this day could be any better I think to 
myself as | turn and put my hand on the door, slowly 
opening it ready to present myself to him in his gifts for his 
viewing pleasure, but when I open the door open | freeze at 
the sight in front of me. 


CHAPTER 12 


Beau 
| can’t remember the last time, if ever, | was nervous. 
This is that time. 


“| Knew you were going to look absolutely beautiful, but you 
look even more beautiful than | could have imagined...and | 
imagined you as a princess...my princess,” | say from a knee 
down on the floor in my tuxedo. 


While Ariella was changing | quickly pulled the tux from the 
bag, which was hung in the shower for me, and put it on. 


Here | am racing against the clock to get dressed, my mind 
running frantically, and what happens after | get dressed? 


| get in position and wait, thinking about how this is going to 
be so perfect. 


And it is, because she’s perfect. 


“Oh my god,” she says as both her hands come up to her 
face. | can see them shaking from here and dammit if it 
doesn't makes my eyes water a bit. 


I’m not ashamed to admit it either. I’m completely confident 
in who | am and in a few minutes, or less, | plan on being 
half of the team that is officially us. And nothing is more 
special than two people coming together to become one, 
especially when one of those two people is her. 


“Beautiful, we’ve got a lot in common. And of all the things 
we share, the most important is our desire to make each 
other the happiest people on the face of the earth and to 
make a family together. You’re the only one I’ve ever 
wanted and ever will want. | want you there next to me 
each and every morning when I wake up. | want you there 
each and every night to see the thousands and thousands of 
sunsets we're going to watch just like tonight. And I want 
you right by my side for every minute in-between. And the 
best way for that to happen is for the two of us to become 
one. With this ring | want the whole world to know you’re 
my other half. | want them to know I’m so proud of you and 
where you’re headed in life and that I’m going to be right 
there with you each and every step of the way...because 
you're mine. Be mine forever and say you'll be my bride. 
Will you marry me?” 


CHAPTER 13 


Ariella 


| squeeze my eyes closed tight and when | open them a 
fountain of tears pours from them. But these are the 
ultimate tears of joy. The two of us are so perfect it’s literally 
like we were made for each other and each other only. Of all 
the decisions I’ve ever had to make in my life this one is 
certainly the easiest, because there’s nothing to think 
about...just feel. 


And this feels so perfect and so right. Every single part of 
my being wants this and to hear him say he wants me 
forever...nothing could ever make me happier. 

“Yes,” | say nodding as | try and brush away the tears. | take 
a step forward and give him my hand and he slides the ring 
on my finger all the while never taking his eyes from mine. 
“Kiss me my Beau,” | Say. 

“You mean my lover forever,” he says as he stands. 


“Yes,” | Say. 


“Because now that’s exactly what we are...each other’s 
forever,” he says as he leans in and his lips meet mine. 


CHAPTER 14 


Ariella 


| feel my feet come off the ground as he scoops me up in his 
big, strong arms as he carries me toward the bed. 


He cradles me in one arm, and | have no idea how he’s able 
to do that, as he moves the covers and sheets off the bed 
with his other before laying me down, but I wrap my arms 
around his neck not allowing us to break contact. 


| need to be in constant contact with him right now. I’m so 
emotional, and in a good way. 


| feel so much happiness and joy from the proposal and our 
engagement. 


| strangely feel a relief that I’ve got the man I’ve always 
wanted, never really knowing how much anxiety it was 
really causing me. 


And | feel at peace knowing my life is going to be so perfect 
because we'll be together always. 


And | feel so proud that he’s my man, mine and mine alone. 
“My angel in her white dress,” he says as he looks at me and 
| remove the bow tie from around his neck as he pushes my 


dress off my shoulder before kissing it gently. 


| unbutton his coat as he moves in closer kissing my neck 
before taking my hair in his hand and gently moving it to 


the side so more of my skin is exposed and available for his 
lips to caress. 


And caress he does. It’s incredible that such a big man, one 
well over six feet likely pushing six and a half feet, is able to 
be so gentle with me, but somehow he is. 


Once his jacket is off | work on the buttons of his shirt as his 
lips work on my exposed collarbone. 


It’s an amazing double enjoyment, Knowing I’m unwrapping 
my gift of muscles while he’s kissing me in all the right 
spots. And as my hands move across his buttons | can’t help 
but notice that giant rock on my hand which keeps catching 
my eye. 


He’s a very unassuming kind of guy who doesn’t try to 
attract attention to himself, but wow...is this diamond ever 
noticeable. And | know why. He wants everyone to know | 
belong to him and to stay away. 


| pull myself up closer to his body and kiss his neck hard 
before dropping back down onto the bed. Something inside 
me came to life...a possessive feeling to mark him as he’s 
marked me. It’s juvenile, but the first thought that came to 
mind was to give him a hickey. Luckily | only gave him an 
aggressive kiss, but | know I’m going to be digging my nails 
into his back later when our love making climaxes. 


| hear his heavy breathing in my ear as | finish with his shirt 
before grabbing it and pulling it up and out of his trousers. 


He slides off the side of the bed keeping his one hand 
wrapped around mine as he uses his other to quickly and 
expertly remove the rest of his tuxedo until he’s on full 
display for me. 


“Now your turn angel,” he says. | lean forward on the bed 
and swing my legs around and prepare to undress. 


“Not there. By the window. | want you backlit by the 
moonlight like the angel that your are. You truly are 
heavenly,” he says. 


| stand up and look at the passion in his eyes and see that 
he means every word. He really does hold me up, putting 
me on a pedestal, and he sees me as something more 
special than anything in the world. He sure knows how to 
make me feel loved, and part of that starts with his words... 
which are always so flattering, kind, and uplifting. 


| release his hand and move towards the window, giving him 
time to lie on the bed as his eyes track me moving across 
the room. 


“I don’t know what’s more beautiful,” he says. 


“What? Me or my dress?” | ask. “And thank you by the way. 
| absolutely love it.” 


“The dress is beautiful, without a doubt, but I was thinking 
of something else.” 


“Something else?” | ask raising an eyebrow in curiosity. 


“Yes. You in your dress now or you at sunset. Either way 
though it’s you and it’s always going to be you. You when 
you’re resting in my arms after we make love. You when 
we're cuddled up on the couch watching movies. You when 
we're in the kitchen making dinner in our bare feet...and l'Il 
probably overcook it by the way so I’m definitely going to 
need a lot of help in that regard.” 


| laugh and he smiles. “I’ve got you covered in the kitchen,” 
| say. 


“You in the summer in your swimsuit on the tropical beaches 
we'll visit. You in the winter at the ski resorts where we'll go 
to and enjoy some winter activities and then keep warm with 
hot chocolate and kisses,” he continues. “You...anytime and 
anyplace. Always. It always comes back to you. You’re my 
everything.” 


“And you’re mine,” | Say. 


| reach down and grab the bottom of my dress and pull it up 
entirely over my head. So much for zippers. It may not look 
elegant, but | Know it turns him on, and | manage to do it in 

one clean motion. 


“Oh my god. Your body in those red high heels and that rock 
on your hand that tells everyone you're mine,” he says. 
“You know how fast my heart is beating right now?” 


“Almost as fast as mine, but then again | think | quit 
breathing the moment | opened that door and saw you in 
that tux holding this lovely engagement ring,” | say 
admiring it yet again. 


“How about we both admire it...from over here in the bed,” 
he says. 


| strut over to the bed and I’m not sure why but I leave the 
heels on. They just make me feel taller, more powerful, and 
sexier. 


And of course beautiful. And | want to feel more beautiful 
right now than I ever have and thanks to him and his gifts | 


am. 


| put my knees on the bed and he offers me his hand to help 
me climb on, but just as I’m getting on the bed he spins me 
onto my back and mounts me. 


“Oh!” | say. “Be careful. I’ve got swords on each of my feet.” 
“Those?” he says looking at my heels. “I’ve got the only 
sword we need right here,” he says grabbing his cock firmly. 
“And not in a violent way as in you’re making me feel like a 
Knight in shining armor right now. Your king.” 

“You are,” | say as he leans in and our mouths meet. 

“Are you ready to be my queen?” 

“Yes,” | say softly. 

“Forever?” 

“And always.” 

“You know how much I’ve wanted this? Wanted you?” 

“Yes. As much as I’ve wanted you,” | say as his finger slowly 
drags down the center of my body before coming back up as 
he cups my breast in one hand and his mouth crashes down 
on the other causing my back to arch and my head to fall 
back deeper into the pillow. 

His other hand finds my thigh and he caresses it up and 
then down causing my foot to move back before the heel 


catches, but he seemingly anticipates it as his hand slides 
lower onto my calf and he wraps my leg around his back. 


His other hand comes off my breast and he does the same 
with my other heel, before he leans back and takes each 
heel in his hand and stares down at me. 


“God you look so sexy underneath me.” 


“And you look so powerful and sexy above me. So 
dominating, but | know that’s not exactly what this is 
about.” 


“Not now. This is about connecting, about us, about our 
future. About filling you with my seed and showing the 
world you’re mine in another way...by making that belly 
grow with my child.” 


“| want that,” | say. 


“And you'll have it time and time again for as long as we're 
alive,” he says. 


He’s so healthy and fit and full of energy | can literally 
imagine him being viral forever and to know he wants to 
mate with me as long as we can makes me know he’s going 
to find me attractive even after my first or fifth child...or 
more. And maybe even over fifty years. But fifty years 
starts with tonight. With now. 


“I want you inside me,” | say. 
“Are you ready?” 
“I’m ready,” | say. 


| feel the head of his cock move through my folds and realize 
he’s so damn close, but he doesn’t quite enter me. | flex my 


thighs and try and will my hips forward sending him into me 
when | feel the head of his cock split my folds a second time. 


“Please, | need you inside me now,” | whimper reaching out 
for him but only getting fistfuls of air. 


“Put your arms around me,” he says as he leans in closer. 


“I can’t connect them. You’re back is too wide.” He leans in 
more. “Almost,” | say. 


“Just hold on. Dig in with your grip as much as you need to.” 
“I might leave marks.” 


“I want you to mark me. | want to feel your passion,” he 
says. 


“Okay,” | say. 

“Just one more thing,” he says. 

“Anything. Tell me.” 

He pauses as his eyes narrow even more. “I love you,” he 
says and immediately | feel his cock enter me causing my 
mouth to open and eyes to open wide and my torso to 
straighten as I feel his cock along my walls for the first 
time...and it’s everything | thought it would be and more. 
“You okay?” 


“Yeah,” | say. “Perfect. | want more. Lots more.” 


“I'll go slow and open you up. Stop me if anything doesn’t 
feel right or good.” 


“Okay,” | say. 


“But damn you feel so incredible | might lose control and | 
might not last long.” 


“| don’t care. | want you to come inside me. | want that. | 
want to feel that. | want to know you’re so turned on by me 
that | made that happen, whether it takes one second or one 
hour.” 


“How about somewhere in between?” 
“How about all night?” 


“Even better,” he says and | feel his shaft move backwards 
and just when it feels like the head of his cock will come out 
of me his hips flex and he slides right back inside providing 
the nerve endings lining my walls with more pleasure than | 
thought humanly possible. 


“Oh yeah,” | moan as | start breathing like I’m running an all 
out sprint. 


But there’s no finish line here. And norush. This is all about 
the process and the enjoyment and is he ever providing pure 
ecstasy right now. 

“Your pussy fits my cock like a glove, so perfectly. You were 
meant for me in every way,” he says as he moves in and out 
of me again. 

“Right there,” | say. 


“You're so tight.” 


“Because | saved myself for you. And you’re so big.” 


“Because I’m so hard for you. So turned on by your 
perfection. So lost in feeling you and feeling your pussy 
feeling me.” 


He’s right. | feel my pussy trying to clamp down on his cock, 
but it fails...every time. He’s too big and too powerful, and 
even with slow steady strokes there’s nothing my body can 
do to control his. 


“Can you take more?” 
“I want more,” I say. “This feels so good right now, but | 
know I’m going to be sore in the morning. But! don’t care 


one bit. There’s only one first time.” 


His back arches more as his hips rock in rhythm entering me 
more and immediately | feel him connect with my spot. 


“Right there!” | say. 

| twist my hips slightly and move my hips with him getting 
my clit rubbed as my G-spot gets hit with every single 
thrust. 

“Oh my god, Beau. Keep going!” 


| can barely breathe when I hear him grunt and then snarl 
and | know he’s close, but I’m closer. 


“Oh yeah. Oh yeah. Oh yeaaaaaa...uh, uh,” | say as | feel 
myself climax all over his rod as my muscles tighten and my 
pussy latches onto him. 


“I’m gonna come inside you.” 


“Come in me!” | demand and he delivers as | feel the rush of 
his warm gift fill me as my neck tightens and my entire head 
spasms. 

“I can feel your juices,” | say and my pussy finally gets what 
it wants as it milks his cock and | feel another jerk and then 
a release followed by a twitch and one final warmth enter 
me as bright lights fill my vision. 


Suddenly | feel his body bounce off the mattress next to me, 
but his cock remains inside me. 


The stars | was seeing disappear and I’m left with a view of 
the ceiling. | roll sideways and cuddle into him and he takes 
me in his arms. 

“You're still inside me.” 

“You want me to pull out?” 

“Never,” I say. “Not in a million years.” 

“Good,” he says. 

“You're still hard.” 

“Always for you.” 

“But you'll go flaccid and then need a break right?” 


“No.” 


“No?” 


“| want you so bad it hurts. And as incredible as that felt 
and as sensitive as | am right now | know I’m going to stay 
hard for you all night long.” 

“That was incredible. Wait?” 

“What?” 


“If you don’t pull out and we continue then technically I’m 
still in the process of losing my virginity right?” 


“You mean presenting it to me.” 

“Right,” | giggle. 

“Because you'll never be lost when I’m by your side, and I'll 
always be right here. What you gave me is a gift that I’m 


going to remember and hold onto forever.” 


| love that my first time is just as special for him as it is for 
me. 


And technically I’m still experiencing it. 


“So you're ready to go again then?” | ask curiously. “Il mean 
continue.” 


“Just one second to catch my breath.” 


“So you're saying | took your breath away?” | say and smile. 
Then I kiss him on the nose. 


“Always, but every time you do you give me so much more 
in return. And now you’re going to give me, give us, a 
child.” 


“We should probably make sure,” | say winking. 

“I couldn’t agree more,” he says as he spins me around onto 
my stomach and mounts me from behind slowly entering me 
as his hips bounce off my ass and his balls bounce off my 
underside. 

| can already feel he’s going deeper and it feels so good. 
Because deep is exactly where we are...deeply in love. 

“How does that feel?” he asks. 

“Like we shouldn’t ever stop,” | say biting down on the pillow 
and arching my ass up towards him as his hips crash into 


me. 


It’s gonna be one helluva night. 


CHAPTER 15 


Beau 
Late the next morning 


“Where were you two?” Aaron says the minute he opens the 
door to his home. 


“I’m sorry. And good morning,” | say. 


“Good morning? | swung by Ariella’s apartment to see if 
everything got fixed up and there were some guys cleaning 
it out from a leak or something?” 


“The sprinklers went off,” | say. 


Ariella maneuvers past her dad and plops onto the living 
room couch. We tried to prepare for this on the ride over, 
but is there really any amount of preparing you can do fora 
moment like this? 


| suggested that | do the talking since I’m her dad’s best 
friend, I’ve known him longer than she’s been alive, and I’m 
aman. 


She insisted that she should try and work some daddy’s girl 
charm on him, but we both know she’s not really that kind of 
girl. She’s fiercely independent, as witnessed by her 
introversion and her desire to read books and learn more 
than to go out and party with people her own age. 


| was the same, and in a lot of ways still am...until now. 


Even though my line of work requires a lot of face time with 
a lot of different people | still prefer being home by myself 
with a good book or a good show on TV. Social events can 
suck energy out of me, but luckily | have more energy than | 
know what to do with ninety-nine percent of the time. 


And right now I’m not sure what to do with this situation. 
Her dad is already angry, suspicious, and we haven’t told 
him much of anything yet. 


“The sprinklers? | thought you went over to fix the futon.” 
He pauses. “Where were you two?” 


“| decided her apartment wasn’t really habitable at the 
time.” 


“It took a minor flood for you to figure that out?” 


I’ve never seen Aaron this mad, especially not at me, which 
can only mean he’s already connecting the dots but is 
probably still in disbelief that something could happen 
between us. 


“The flood was the starting point. And it’s my fault. But | 
poked around and found some more problems and | think it’s 
probably best if Ariella doesn’t live there anymore,” | say 
hoping I can ease him into this. The last thing we want isa 
fistfight in his living room, which | still haven’t entered yet. 


“Can | come in?” 


“I’m not s—. Yeah. Okay,” he says and steps aside so | can 
enter. 


“You poked around. What does that mean?” 


“It means the bathroom sink was about to explode. It means 
there’s probably mold in there. It means the owner is out of 
town on extended travel and didn’t even think about 
mentioning it to anyone, which coincides with the way he’s 
treating that apartment...i.e. he doesn’t care about it, or 
your daughter, and | do.” 


“What do you mean you do? You still haven’t told me where 
you were last night. And why in the hell didn’t anyone call 
me?” 


So much for plan a. 


“Aaron, | can see there’s no point in beating around the 
bush. | have no idea how to tell you this, and it happened so 
fast and I’m sorry that you're finding out this way, but I’m in 
love with your daughter.” 


His eyebrow raises on one side as his eye on the other 
completely closes as his head pulls back. “Huh?” 


“I’m in love with your daughter and we're engaged to be 
married.” 


Suddenly his lips come together and he sticks them out as 
his head turns to the side and both his eyes open normally. 
“Come on man. No b.s. Can you just tell me what’s going 
on?” 


“I did. No messing around.” 


His eyes drift from me to Ariella and she pulls her hand from 
her lap and turns her wrist over displaying her ring. 


“Is this some kind of joke? It’s not April first is it?” 


Both my eyebrows raise and | exhale hard. “Aaron. No 
jokes. No games. This is real. I’m in love with your 
daughter and | proposed to her last night and she said yes.” 


His body stills as he stares at my face. He’s in that primal 
flight or flight response were he’s sizing me up to see if this 
is really happening and what his next reaction should be. 
We're friends and he’s a logical guy, which are two reasons 
right there why he doesn’t want to throw a punch. Not only 
that, and I’d never bring it up or rub it in his face, but also 
I’m way too big and strong for him. He wouldn’t have a 
chance, and | wouldn't let him, or anyone, come in-between 
his me and his daughter. 


“Can. You. Please. Step. Outside?” 


| look at Ariella and she nods. | look back at Aaron. 
“Brother, we've been friends a long time and | know you're 
probably questioning that right now. l'Il honor your wish, 
but | also have to say | Know you too well. | can read your 
face and | know what cou/d happen next, but it’s not going 
to...you will not raise your voice at her or | will come flying 
right back in here, busting down the door if | have to and 
you know | can and I will. That’s all,” | say and | step 
outside. 


I’m walking a tightrope right now. | build homes, and other 
properties, for a living. | know how sacred the home is and 

the last thing | want to do is insult a man in his...anyone for 
that matter, especially my best friend. 


| walk over to my truck and lean against it looking toward 
the house. If | see sudden movement or anything unusual 
from my vantage point through the window l'Il be in there 
instantly. 


But | have to respect their privacy and their space...for now. 


But what’s more important is that Aaron has to respect us 
and that includes our space and our privacy. 


And our space is my home now, and we're going to need a 
lot of privacy if he can’t handle this. 


But | hope he can relax his mind and accept this so 
everything can stay how it is between the three of us. 


PKK AK AK OK RK KKK 


| don’t look at the clock on my phone or anything, but | 
know a lot of time has already passed when | see Ariella’s 
mom’s car roll to a stop behind my truck. 

“Hey Beau,” she says. 


“Hey Angela.” 


“How come you're standing outside?” she asks with a 
puzzled look. 


“You might want to sit down before | tell you.” 


“Is everything okay,” she says as her eyes open wide and 
her body freezes up. 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean to scare you. It’s just that something 
happened, something really great, and Aaron and Ariella are 
inside talking about it right now.” 


“Ummm okay. Do you want to tell me...what that might be?” 


“Ariella and | are engaged.” 


She starts laughing and slaps her knee. “Come on. What’s 
really going on?” 


My lips close tight and | nod. 
She starts laughing again but not in the way as if | said 
something funny. | Know that laugh. It’s the one that says... 


“Okay, here we go. This is about to get really interesting.” 


She shakes her head before she buries her face in her hand 
as she walks inside. But the key is she’s still laughing. 


As crazy as it sounds | know what that means...Ariella and | 
have the one ally we need most. 


CHAPTER 16 


Beau 


“Beau,” Angela says. My eyes have been fixated on that 
front door for well over two hours now. As someone who’s 
always on the go, always working, and always full of energy, 
it’s not like me at all to just remain in one spot for so long. 


And especially not while staring at a door. When | see a door 
my first thought is to hang it or reinforce it. It’s in my blood. 


But the one I’ve been staring at? All I’ve been able to think 
about is throwing my shoulder into it breaking it down and 
storming in there and taking my girl. 


And | will leave with her today...one way or another. 
“Yeah,” | respond. 
“You wanna...come back inside?” 


| lean forward coming off my truck and moving towards the 
front door. Angela just watches me with a straight face, no 
indication of what’s about to happen when | walk inside. For 
all | know Aaron’s hiding behind the wall with a two by four 
ready to slap me in the forehead. 


But that’s not the case at all. Aaron and Ariella are seated in 
the living room and as soon as | enter Angela sits down too. 
But she’s quickly back up and pouring me a glass of 
lemonade which is in the center of the coffee table. 


| tip it back, downing the entire thing. | was parched out 
there in the sun, now let’s see if Aaron tries to burn me right 
here in his living room. 


“Just tell us,” he begins. “Is this real?” 
“Yes! Absolutely.” 


“And you don’t think you’re making a big mistake?” he 
continues. 


“No! Absolutely not. And you know why?” 
He just sits there staring at me. 


“Because if you have to think something through then 
you’re probably not one hundred percent sure, right? I’ve 
never had to think about this for one second. This is right in 
every way. Ariella is beautiful, intelligent, and thoughtful 
and we connect on so many levels. Well, okay | may not be 
beautiful or as smart as she is, but that’s where we balance 
each other out,” | say being honest but also trying to lighten 
up the thick air that seems to be filling the room. 


“We're perfect for each other in every way. And | know what 
you're probably thinking. This is going to interfere with 
what a parent is most concerned about when they have an 
eighteen-year-old daughter...her education. But how in the 
world can that be the case? Not only will she get a textbook 
education from U.S.C., but she’ll also get a practical hands- 
on education that only someone like me can provide. | can 
introduce her to people that will help with her career, people 
that inspire her, and people that care about her...not to 
mention I’m all of those people as well. I’m going to help 
her, push her, inspire her, and damn do I ever care about her 


and want her to reach her full potential in and out of the 
classroom as she continues to blossom into a woman.” 


My eyes catch Angela’s hands move over as she places them 
on top of Aaron’s. 


“And all the college, and career, and professional stuff aside 
| simply love her. | think she’s the most beautiful girl I’ve 
ever seen and | mean that whether she’s dressed up all 
fancy or just lounging around the house in sweatpants and a 
T-shirt. You Know me...I’m a blue-collar kind of guy. | don’t 
need fancy. | need real. | need a real woman who’s got the 
same kind of interests as me and isn’t afraid to get down 
and get her hands dirty on a construction site...and imagine 
that. A construction site that she designed. And to be frank 
with you when it comes to my hands, well,” | pause thinking 
if | really want to say this or not but to hell with it, “I just 
can’t keep them off her. You two created the perfect young 
woman and you’ve brought her up with so much love, 
respect, and nurturing...she’s ready to fly from the nest and 
frankly I think she took off from the nest quite some time 
ago and hasn’t stopped soaring ever since. | want to soar 
with her, right there side by side forever. And that’s why | 
put a ring on her finger, because this is absolutely real for 
me and lasting. And you know when I do anything | do it to 
last. And we're going to last forever, no matter what 
anybody says or thinks.” 


Angela is the first to finally crack a smile when she says, “It 
is a beautiful ring, Beau.” 


My eyes move to Ariella and | see how happy she is, even 
though she’s got her poker face on. Then my eyes drift 
down to the ring...that displays for the world to know that 
she is mine. And | try not to laugh thinking about the 


scratches she put on my back last night when she claimed 
me, in one of her many ways, as well. 


But the true way we've claimed each other is in our hearts. 
And that’s what matters most. 


Aaron turns to Angela and suddenly they both start busting 
out laughing. 


“What?” | ask. 
“Mom! Dad!” Ariella says. 
“I’m sorry, Beau. Do you want to sit down?” Aaron asks. 


“Not until you tell me what you’re laughing about,” | say. | 
don’t find this funny at all. I’m being sincere and honest 
here and | expect an adult response to my direct and honest 
answers. 


“We're not laughing at you, Beau,” Angela says. 
“We're laughing at us,” Aaron says. 
“Come again?” 


“History is repeating itself,” Angela says. “When I got 
pregnant at eighteen and | had to tell my parents they 
absolutely lost their minds, as you might imagine. They said 
we were too young, too immature, too...well everything. But 
look at us now.” 


“But the truth is they were probably right,” Aaron jumps in. 
“But we managed to work it out. And we didn’t just work it 
out, we had a blast doing it even when times were tough 
and money was short.” 


“So we talked and we came to the conclusion that if Ariella 

wants to make the same‘ mistake,’” Angela says raising her 
fingers in air quotes, “like we did, then she might as well do 
it with a man we know, trust, and love to death.” 


“And one that will be there to guide her through it all,” 
Aaron says. 


“I’m right here you know,” Ariella says. “I’ve managed to 
‘guide’ myself pretty well on my own so far thank you very 
much.” 

Suddenly Aaron, Angela, and | all bust out laughing. 
“What? This isn’t funny” Ariella says. 


Angela gets up out of her seat and goes over and hugs her 
daughter. 


“Don’t try and hug me now after what you said,” Ariella says, 
but it’s a playful rejection of her mother’s hug attempt and 
soon Ariella is laughing right along with us. 


“Well then why don’t you guide yourself right over there into 
your fiancé’s arms then,” Angela says. “I know he’s been 
waiting patiently for you out in the hot sun.” 

Ariella maneuvers out of her seat avoiding her mom and 
then stops and looks at her before wrapping her up in a big 
mother-daughter hug. 

“I love you, mom,” she says. “Thanks for trusting me.” 


“Il love you too, princess,” she says. 


And with that Ariella dashes over to me and throws herself 
into my arms and everything is right again. 


“I thought we were going to miss the sunset you were out 
there so long,” she says into my ear as | feel tears of joy 
stream down her face and land on mine as her cheek presses 
hard against mine. 


“Never. We've gotta catch ‘em all to get to that thousands 
and thousands number | was talking about...and | don’t plan 
on ever missing a single one.” 


“Okay kids. Get a room!” Aaron says. Little does he know 
we already did, or maybe he does. 


At this point it doesn’t really matter whether he knows or 
not, because all | know is I’ve got my woman in my arms and 
my best friend is still my best friend. 


And | probably have Angela to thank for all of this. | would 
say she’s an expert mediator, but that’s not the right word. 


She wasn’t settling a dispute. | Know she was in my corner 
the whole time fighting for me...fighting for me and Ariella... 
for us...for our love. 


EPILOGUE 


Ariella 
Four months later 


“You know he built it for his wife,” | say as we watch the 
sunset behind the Taj Mahal. 


The sun, which is now a yellow circle, is coloring the entire 
sky with the most amazing shade of orange | have ever 
seen. 


“As he should have,” Beau says as | feel his hand wrap 
around my shoulder. 


The way the sun’s rays bend and wind around the white 
marble dome is breathtaking. There’s really nothing like the 
way they bathe the stuccoed walls, minarets, and garden in 
such a shot shade of pink and orange haze. 


And my mind has been in a haze ever since he proposed to 
me afew months ago. My head is still in the clouds 
although | was able to focus and get a perfect 4.0 my first 
semester at U.S.C., and as a reward we're here exploring 
India over the winter semester break. 


But what | would never take a break from is him. He’s by my 
side constantly, helping me with my school projects and 
allowing me an insider’s look at what he’s working on. 


And of course we're even closer each and every evening 
when we make slow, sweet, deep love as we stare into each 


other’s eyes. It’s become something of a tradition, and 
coupled with our quickies, which seem to happen about 
three or more times a day, it’s the perfect way to finish off 
the day. 


Not to mention it allows me to fall asleep, completely spent, 
in his arms. 


And in the morning he’s right there behind me, holding me, 
keeping me safe all through the night. There really is no 
better way to wake up. 


And there is no better vacation for us right now than India. 
The food...the people...the architecture...the sights...the 
sounds...the smells...all amazing. 


And the most amazing part is | get to share it with him. 


And we'll be sharing something else next year. Make that 
two something else’s. 


A wedding and our first child. 


We wanted to get married sooner, but when we started to 
tell friends and family they insisted that they needed time to 
prepare so we have to wait until May when classes are out 
and people could take early summer vacations to fly in to 
L.A. 


| can hardly wait. 
And of course my dad has agreed to give me away. It might 


seem strange, but I think it’s beautiful that he’ll be giving 
me away to his best friend. 


But he’s not exactly “giving me away.” lII still be close and | 
know my mom and dad will be over a lot, especially once our 
first child is born. 


| swear when I think things couldn’t get any better they just 
do. 


“It’s kind of nice that they don’t really look favorably on 
alcohol here,” | say. 


“Why is that?” 


“Because my first thought is how nice it would be to havea 
glass of champagne to celebrate this moment,” | say. 


“True, but let me guess...your second would be how much 
you enjoy being completely in your element with all your 
senses firing at one hundred percent in this country because 
you just love experiencing all India has to offer at full 
strength.” 

“Exactly,” | say. “And experiencing it all with you.” 

He leans in and we kiss. 

“What was that?” | ask hearing a clicking sound. 

“Oh... may have just went off and...you know...put a camera 
on a tripod over there in the corner of the room and set it to 
take time lapse pictures of us so we have our Christmas 
cards ready for next year.” 

“You didn’t!” 


“I did.” 


“You're a genius! We could even use them for our wedding 
invitations somehow.” 


“We can use them for whatever we want, because they’re 
ours.” 


“And you’re mine,” | Say. 
“And you’re mine,” he says. 


Beau places his hand on my stomach. “And this little one is 
ours. Together.” 


“Forever and always,” | Say. 


“Ready?” Beau asks and | already know what he’s talking 
about without even asking. 


“Ready!” | say. 


We add alittle space between us so the orange light can 
shine through. Beau places his near hand on my stomach 
and his far hand on the side of my face. We both lean in 
carefully from our upper bodies and our lips lock. 


Click! 
The camera captures the moment and then we move in 
closer and hug properly and kiss without worrying about 


getting the perfect shot. 


Because the perfect shot has been taken. Not today...but 
months ago. 


We had one shot and we both took it, and look at us here 
today visiting this masterpiece in an exotic far off land that 


we both admire...together. 
And that’s how we're always going to be...together. 
Click! 


“We're going to have a lot to choose from,” | say looking 
back at the camera. 


“Unlike in real life because | only ever had one choice..and | 
got it. You,” he says. 


“|I love you,” | Say. 
“I love you.” 

We kiss again. 
Click! 


“That’s the one!” we both say simultaneously and then start 
bursting out laughing. 


“I’m starting to see how this whole selfie thing can get kind 
of addicting,” he says. 


“You're addicting,” | say. 


“And so are you...my fiancée, the mother of my child, and 
my love forever.” 


He pulls me in for a hug and holds me close. We kiss again. 
Click! 


We both just smile this time. 


“You don’t plan on using that camera later for anything...do 
you?” | wink mischievously. 


“No way. Your beauty is mine and only mine.” 

“It's a camera,” | tease. “Not a person.” 

“People hack those things. They can steal images from 
computers...all kinds of stuff. Believe me I’ve got the best 
pictures already.” 

“You took pictures of us?” 

“Only in my mind, and believe me they’re just as vivid and 
perfect as the moment my mental memory snapped them.” 
He pauses. “You think | could ever forget the way you 


looked in that white dress and those red heels?” 


“Or the way you looked at me when | stepped through the 
door?” 


“So we were both taking pictures,” he says. 

“In our mind.” 

“And right here,” he says putting his hand to his heart. 
“Awww,” | say and | melt into his arms as the sun melts into 
the horizon as our love continues to burn red hot no matter 


where in the world we find ourselves as we navigate our way 
through a life of love, laughter, and perfect happiness. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Beau 
Forty years later 


“She’s been a pillar in our community for quite some time 
now...an inspiration to women and men not only in the city, 
and the state, but throughout the world. A trailblazer in her 
field. And now, please put your hand together for a Los 
Angeles living legend...Mrs. Ariella Bailey,” Mayor Myers 
Says. 


The crowd claps as Ariella prepares to hammer in the 
ceremonial final nail into the education and playground 
center she designed and even helped construct for 
underprivileged kids. 


But she wasn’t alone. 


Our first child, Amy also worked on the project with her mom 
and even little Andrew, who’s sitting on the floor just off to 
the side helped. He served as comic relief during those long 
nights when grandma was buried in work and needed a 
break. 


But a break is the last thing he needs right now. He’s 
completely engrossed with his Tonka trucks, sliding the 
dump truck across the floor as he wears a tiny plastic “hard 
helmet” that we picked up for him at the store just for today. 


“Are you ready, Ariella?” the mayor announces. 


“Ready,” she says. 


He hands her the hammer and she gives it a look before 
grasping it firmly in her hand. 


“Maybe we should do this together? What do you think?” 
the mayor says bringing his hand toward the hammer, which 
isn’t that long. That means his hand will be on top of her 
hand. 

Hell no! 


| slide to the side and hip check the mayor right off the 
platform much to the laughter of the audience. 


But this isn’t a joke. I’m not playing around. This is my 
woman, nobody else’s. 


“What are you doing, Beau?” she says softly so only I can 
hear. 


“He was going to try and hold your hand. That’s my hand. 
I’m the only one who gets to do that. Ever. Period!” 


“Honey, I’m fifty-eight years old. Nobody’s looking at me 
like that.” 


“Are you crazy? Everybody’s looking at you.” 
“Because the mayor was talking about me.” 
“Forget the mayor! It’s because you’re hot as hell woman! 


You're still, and always will be, as beautiful as the day we 
met.” | pause. “Bailey family always.” 


“Awww,” erupts from the audience and I look over and notice 
there’s a microphone | didn’t see which apparently is still 
running. 


| swear half the women in the audience quickly melt into 
their boyfriend’s arms and the other half slap their “men” 
with their purses. 


I’m not quite sure what all that is about because I’ve only 
ever loved one woman in my life and I’ve always loved her 
with everything I’ve got...and that got us through 
everything just fine. As a matter of fact | can’t even 
remember a single argument. Did we have discussions? 
Sure, but we always talked through things without raising 
our voices or making a big show of getting our way, not that 
it would ever get to that point because the decisions were 
always pretty clear and easy to make after just a few 
minutes of writing out the pros and cons on a piece of paper. 


And those decisions always came down to one thing and one 
thing only. 


Doing what’s right for the family. 


And that’s what’s guided us all these years and will continue 
to guide us. 


And | know what’s not right for the family...another man 
trying to hit on my wife or put his hands on hers. That’s not 
happening. Not on my watch and not ever. 


“Bai-ley fam-ily!” the crowd chants. “Bai-ley fam-ily!” 
followed by two claps and then three. 


The crowd gets louder and suddenly little Andrew looks up 
from his Tonka truck at us and starts clapping in rhythm with 


the crowd. 

| reach down and grab that damn microphone. 

“You ready to do this Los Angeles?” 

“Yeah!” comes back in unison. 

“For the love of the kids in the city of angels! On three!” 
The crowd goes nuts. 

“One...two,” | quickly whisper in my woman ’s ears, “I love 
you and I’m so damn proud of everything you've done,” and 
then back to the countdown, “three!” 

With that our hands, together, we bring down the golden 
hammer on the golden nail and the kid’s center is officially 
complete and ready for the kids to “get after it.” 

| motion to Amy who reaches into her backpack and slyly 
removes the other thing | brought. She carries it over to me 
and hands it to me. 

“Have you lost your mind?” my wife jokes. 

“| got lost in loving you a long, long time ago. And | still get 
lost in those eyes of yours every single time and | still love 


it.” | pause. “Ready?” 


| hold out the bottle of champagne and we both grab it by 
the neck walking over to the side of the building. 


“This isn’t a ship,” the mayor says as he tries to climb back 
up onto the podium, but a stern look and a throaty growl 
makes him considers otherwise. 


“| don’t give a ship!” I yell at him and the crowd goes 
bonkers. 


| may be seventy-five years old but | still work out for an 
hour every morning so when the time comes to protect 
what’s mine I’m ready. 


The only thing that matters to me is my family, and I'll fight 
tooth and nail to the death for them. 


“One more time Los Angeles,” Ariella yells. 


“Wait!” | say waiting until Amy pulls the construction worker 
goggles from her backpack and puts them on Andrew in 
case any glass flies too far and then runs over a couple pairs 
for us which we quickly get on our heads. “Okay, now we’re 
ready,” | Say. 


“One...two...three!” Ariella yells and together we swing that 
bottle of Dom Pérignon right at the wall and it bursts 
sending the bubbly everywhere and the crowd into a frenzy 
yet again. 


“To your legacy,” | say holding up my finger which is covered 
in the bubbly. 


Ariella laughs and then lifts up her finger which is also 
drenched in Dom. 


“To us,” she says. 
We cheers fingers and then give each other’s a lick. As we 


pull our hands back we interlock our fingers and | swear 
they form a heart shape. 


How appropriate. 

Because she’s the lifeblood and the heartbeat of our family. 
Everything starts with her, including the moment | first 
realized what true love was. 


And my true love will always be her. 


End of story. ;) 
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